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Song of Joy 


Author's Notes: 
Okay, this is a weird one. 


| recently discovered that James Hetfield is a Nick Cave fan. (| know, bad me. | should have known that) Also, 
that his first Nick Cave album was Murder Ballads, which was my first, too. So in the horrible, twisted place 
that is my mind, | decided to write a fic employing the general structure of the album. 


Because l'm an idiot. 


Each chapter is named after one of the songs on Murder Ballads Obviously, they don't follow the theme of the 


song. Instead, they kind of go with the flow and feeling of each song. So | hope you enjoy it, because it's given 


me one hell of a headache. 


RRR 


People who write love stories like to say that love is the most powerful force in the world. They like to say 
that love can move mountains. That love is all you need. Love conquers all. Love is a beautiful thing that makes 
the earth spin round and can, on occasion, even do such improbable things as bring people back from the brink 


of death, because love and death are polar opposites. 
Except they aren't. 


James knew. James only had to look at Kirk's face while he slept and he understood fully. Kirk looked sweet 
when he was asleep, far too young pillowed in a soft mass of curling black hair. Almost like one of those 
horrible, kitschy paintings that people hung up in their houses, the ones that didn't overtly have anything to do 
with Jesus but nevertheless dripped smarmy middle-class Christian virtue on everything via the slumbering 


face of a prepubescent shepherd clutching a lamb. 

James wondered if that made him the wolf lurking in the background. 

He tried not to look at Kirk too much anyway, but particularly not when he was asleep. In some strange way, 
he felt most vulnerable when Kirk didn't know he was watching. Maybe because he didn't like to admit that 


even when Kirk was virtually unaware of his presence, he could hold James's attention more firmly than 


anything else around. 


Was that little pang in his chest love, or was it just a heart attack? Who fucking knew? Who fucking cared? It 


was all the same to him. Love. Death. 


They would both ruin your life. 


Stagger Lee 


Kirk swore beneath James, nimble fingers scrabbling at the singer's belt. He'd been trying to get it off for at 
least a minute, though James hadn't particularly noticed. He was fascinated by his newest discovery. It seemed 
that there was a bit of Kirk's neck, just above where it flowed into his shoulder, that was particularly 
sensitive, and he squealed beautifully every time James bit it. 


"Fuck! Will you stop for two seconds?" Kirk demanded, breathless and not half as irritable as he sounded. 
Laughing, James bit the spot again and was rewarded with a helpless ‘meep' and a little wriggle. 


"Don't wanna stop," he answered, lips skimming up to Kirk's ear. They were pretty sensitive too. In fact, he had 
yet to find a part of Kirk that wasnt an erogenous zone. It made his job that much easier. All he really had to 
do was show up and breath on the guitarist and Kirk was practically begging to take his clothes off. James was 


simultaneously horrified and delighted by this. "I like it when you act like a little bitch." 


Kirk's lips curved quickly into what James had come to think of as the Insta-moue. Of all Kirk's expressions - 
and he had an annoyingly vast store of them - it was James's favorite. It meant he was doing something right. 
"Well if | don't get this fucking belt off, you won't be able to enjoy my bitch-ness," he snapped, and James 
laughed. 


"Touché," he said, sitting back and unfastening the belt. He made it look irritatingly easy, which coaxed another 
scowl from Kirk "Don't pout, baby. It makes you look like a whore." The frown melted into a coy little smile, and 
Kirk writhed on the mattress, slim legs spreading wide. 


It took a little under three seconds for James's jeans to join the pile of clothes on the floor, and he bent over 
Kirk with a soft growl. It was infuriating how easily Kirk could reduce him to animalistic need, but he'd learned 
not to fight it. The first few times, he'd tried to hold back, afraid of what would happen. He'd had to work to 


get Kirk into bed, and he wasn't about to lose that because he couldn't control himself. 


He'd discovered soon enough, though, that Kirk liked it when he lost control. Kirk seemed to get off on it, a fact 
that had first puzzled James and then delighted him. Kirk was, in many ways, a dream come true. He didn't 
require constant attention, he didn't want presents, he didn't talk about love and relationships and all that 
horseshit. He just put out and then got dressed and went out for beers afterwards. It was the perfect 


arrangement. 


Kirk moaned as James's hips ground down against him, pressing their pricks together hard. James had 
discovered that little trick the third time they'd been together, and Kirk lived for it. It never failed to turn him 
into a desperate, clawing little bitch and, while James thoroughly enjoyed that, it wasn't enough for tonight. 


"Kirk," he breathed, leaning close. Kirk shuddered and tilted his head to the side, exposing his neck like an animal, 
and James moaned. He was so fucking beautiful like this, submissive and needy. James wanted to devour him 


whole. "| wanna fuck you... 


It broke the spell, Kirk shooting back like he was fired out of a rocket, eyes wide and frightened. James sat 
back instantly, holding his hands up. He hated Kirk sometimes for being so jumpy. He ought to know by now 
that James would never hurt him, could never hurt him. But there he was, huddled at the end of the bed, 
shaking his head and whimpering. 


"C'mon, man, it's okay," James murmured, holding out his arms. Kirk relaxed slightly, crawled forward. James 
tried to tell himself that it was reasonable for Kirk to be nervous. He was bigger, after all, and his patience 

could be notoriously thin. Still, though... did Kirk honestly think he was a rapist? "You know l'm not gonna hurt 
you, Noisy Thing." 


"I know," Kirk sighed, settling into James's lap and stroking his arms. "I just.. don't think l'm ready." And James 
nodded and smoothed Kirk's hair and set about the slightly daunting task of relaxing him enough to try again. It 
was totally fair for Kirk to say that he wasn't ready, and James knew he had to respect that. 


But they both knew good and goddamn well that that wasn't Kirk's reason. Not by a long shot. 


Henry Lee 


They could only afford one hotel room at this stop. One room with two beds, and the desk clerk had laughed 
when Lars had hopefully requested a cot. So they drew straws to see who slept where. It was established band 
tradition. James, Lars, and Cliff each picked a straw and whoever got the longest one got to choose their 


bedmate. 


Kirk never got a straw because, after three or four times, they'd all realized that whoever won inevitably 
picked to share a bed with Kirk. He had the least offensive sleeping habits of all of them and was, in fact, 
rather like a living teddy bear. Waking up to cuddling a muzzy guitar player was infinitely preferable to getting 
jabbed all night by Cliffs pointy elbows, or having to fight Lars for the covers, or listening to James snore all 
night. 


Kirk accepted his status as coveted sleep toy with his usual quiet aplomb. He'd confided once to James that he 
was glad he wasn't permitted to draw along with all the rest, because he'd pick James every time he won and 


that was bound to raise questions. James had only snorted and shoved him back under the covers. 


So they drew and James won, which sent Lars into a bitter tirade about Cliff's elbows. That, in turn, inspired 
Cliff to pin Lars against the wall and grind an elbow into his chest until James stopped laughing long enough to 
pull him away. Cliff then adjourned to the bar and Lars stomped off, muttering about finding a woman with her 


own apartment. Neither of them would be back for hours. 


"James," Kirk said slowly, when he was sure Lars wouldn't be coming back for some forgotten trifle. "If you'd 


actually had to pick, would you have picked me?" 


James was busy trying to open a bottle of Jaegermeister, and he barely glanced up at the question. "Uh huh. 
Everyone picks you, Kwirk" The top rocketed across the room and James took a long, happy drink. "It's kinda 
like sleeping with a really big, smelly kitten" He offered the bottle to Kirk with a little grin. 


‘I'm not smelly," he protested, accepting the bottle and scowling good-naturedly at James. "I bathe more than 
you do." And James shrugged, knowing full well that he couldn't contend that statement. 


"Whatever." 


"James," Kirk persisted, shifting in his seat and fixing his dark eyes on James's deceptively open face. "Is that 


the only reason you want to share a bed with me?" 
James thought for a second, then nodded. "Guess so, yeah," he answered. He took the bottle from Kirk and 
tipped it back, drinking long and deep before continuing. "Rather have a bed to myself, but you're the lesser of 


three evils.” 


"Oh." Kirk deflated a little. "Okay... James didn't seem to notice at all. 


"Here, have a little more," he said, passing the bottle back to Kirk and standing. His clothes fell in untidy heaps 
at his feet and he grinned wolfishly. "Lets have some fun before the assholes get back" 


Kirk nodded and stood, swaying over to James, hips moving sinuously. He knew James liked it when he walked 
that way, and he enjoyed the attention. Maybe a little too much. He wondered, as he dropped to his knees, 
whether it was possible to give such a good blowjob that it instantly induced love. Probably not. 


That didn't stop him from trying, though. 


Lovely Creature 


Jealousy was a primitive chemical reaction, a holdover from the days when men protected their mates in 
order to ensure that theirs was the only seed that was spread. It served no purpose now, though it had 
become entangled in all the ideals of romance and had been transformed into something socially acceptable. It 


was no longer merely protecting an investment. It was romantic. 


James tried to convince himself that he wasn't jealous. Angry, yes. Anger was an emotion that he dealt with 
well, one that was completely familiar to him. It was easy to be angry with Kirk, over on the other side of the 


room cooing with some tramp. After all, what the fuck did Kirk need her for? Was he not enough anymore? 


"Word of advice?" James glanced over and down and into Lars's smiling face. "Quit staring before you set 
something on fire.’ James grunted and pointedly turned his eyes back to Kirk. Lars got the hint, but ignored it. 


"She's not even really that hot, man..." 


"No," James agreed instantly, without thinking. "She's not hot at all. She's a disgusting tramp." He spat the last 
word out like it was a projectile. If only. He wished he could spear the woman, leave her pinned to her chair like 


a butterfly on a mounting board. Beside him, Lars made a curious noise. 


"Dude. Het. Please tell me you're not saying what | think you're saying" James cursed himself mentally. He 
probably should have been more careful, but there was alcohol in his belly and he was furious. A bad 
combination at the best time, and triply threatening with Lars around. Cliff wouldn't have gotten it. Kirk might 
not have either. Lars was the only one with a twisted enough mind to read into James's words. "You're fucking 


Hammett, aren't you?" 


"No." Even to him, his voice sounded sullen, and he knew Lars wouldn't believe him. He didn't know why he was 
bothering to lie to Lars. It wasn't as if he'd run screaming in the other direction Well, he might still, but less 


because James was fucking another man and more because James was fucking Kirk. 


"Don't lie! You are!" Lars was unreasonably excited by his new discovery and James glared at him. "No wonder 
you've been looking so smug lately." There was a pause, an all too familiar one. It was Lars's way of testing the 
subject, poking the sandpit with a stick to make sure it wasn't quicksand. "Is he any good?" 


If anyone else had asked, the metaphorical sand would have sucked them under and they would have 
suffocated horribly in the stony silence that only James was capable of maintaining. But it was Lars and James 
had fully expected the question, so he shrugged. "He gives good head," he volunteered. "Gets better every 
time." 


"You fucked him yet?" The sand shifted, and James's eyes narrowed slightly. Lars blithely pretended not to 


notice. 


"No. 


"Ooooh." Lars nodded, hooking his thumbs in his belt-loops and rocking back on his heels. "He's not ready yet, 
huh?" James shot a sharp look at his friend 


"What's that supposed to mean?" he demanded. There'd been something in Lars's voice, something irritatingly 


knowing that made James want to spit nails. 


"When chicks say that they're not ready, its because they're waiting for you to say that you love them," 
Lars said, glancing up. He was in one of his moods, Puckish and irritating. James expected him to sprout horns 


at any second. 


"Is that why you said you weren't ready?" James shot back, smirking a little in anticipation of Lars's inevitable 


explosion It didn't come. 


"No, | said | wasn't ready couse | didn't want your cock in my ass." James scowled a little at that and Lars 
patted his arm. "Trust me, man, it was for the best." James was forced to agree. There was a distinct 
difference between being a kid and experimenting with a close friend, and actually carrying that experimentation 


over into a full-blown sexual relationship. He and Lars would have murdered each other within a week. 


"So what're you saying, man?" James turned his attention back to Kirk, arms folded across his chest. The 
woman tried to stroke Kirk's knee, and he gently shoved her hand away. That was good.. 


"| dunno," Lars shrugged, following James's gaze. Kirk was looking around now, clearly searching for a way out. 


"Maybe he's really not ready." 


"You don't actually think that" It was a simple statement of fact, and Lars's answering shrug told James all he 
needed to know. "I don't love him." There was a telling silence, and James scowled fiercely. "You don't know the 


first fucking thing about it..." 


Across the room, Kirk latched onto Cliff, muttering a hurried explanation to the woman and fleeing with the 
bassist in tow. James relaxed a little, pacified by the scared bunny look on Kirk's face. The woman, completely 


unfazed, turned to the poor sap next to her and started her routine again. 
"C'mon, man, let's get you some more to drink," Lars said, slapping James on the back and tugging him along. 
James went willingly enough. There was nothing to be jealous of anymore. Not that he'd been jealous in the 


first place, but.. 


Lars glanced up at his friend and shook his head. "You could definitely use it..." 


Where The Wild Roses Grow 


"You hurt yourself” 


"Did |?" James glanced down and noted with some surprise the vivid red smear on his arm. As soon as he 


looked at it, it started to ache and sting. "Well fuck me sideways...” 


Kirk smiled a little and pressed a towel to the cut on James's bicep. The blood flow wasn't heavy, just enough 
to soak through a little and make a mess of the towel. It didn't matter. They had plenty more. "You should be 


more careful," Kirk murmured. 


He was standing too close and being too familiar, so James pulled back a little. His hand rose to cover the 
towel, brushing Kirk away with a little grunt. It was fine to act like that in private, but backstage? No. James 
couldn't have the roadies thinking things about the two of them. It might leak to the press, and then the entire 
band would be fucked. 


"James..." 


"lim gonna go shower," he said, ignoring the hurt on Kirk's face. "Get this washed up." He paused, then turned 
and started walking. 


Kirk brightened a little at the prospect, and dogged James like a happy child, chattering away about the show. 
Kirk was always obnoxiously full of energy after a gig and, lately, had been turning more and more to James to 


help him burn that energy off. Normally, James didn't mind. Tonight, it annoyed him. 


The shower came on with a hiss, spewing steam and scalding water, and James stepped into it with barely a 
flinch. Kirk hung back, a dubious expression on his face as James turned under the spray, arms raised. He 
loved a hot shower more than anything, the worse the sting the better, particularly since it seemed that the 
heat would keep Kirk away. 


"Most people like to try a little cold water in their shower," Kirk murmured, leaning against the tile and smiling 
faintly. James just grunted in response, turning his back and lifting his face into the spray. There was a 
moment of silence behind him, and then the soft slap of bare feet on wet tiles. 


Kirk's hands ran down his back, slippery and firm, rubbing out the kinks he'd accumulated during the day. 
James started to jerk away, mindful of the fact that this was a public shower, but relaxed at Kirk's protesting 
little noise. What could it hurt, after all? The only other person who might come back here was Lars, and he 
already knew. Anyway, it wasn't like they were fucking. It was only a backrub.. 


"James." And there was that breathy little note in Kirk's voice that he knew all too well. Kirk pressed up 
against his back, arms sliding around his waist, and nuzzled his cheek between James's shoulder blades. "Can we 


go back soon?" 


That wasn't what he was asking. James knew good and goddamn well what Kirk really wanted, and it didn't 
matter much to him whether they went back or stayed here. There was a lock on the door; it would be easy 


to slip it and shove Kirk up against the wall, give him what he wanted. James wasn't in the mood. 


I'm showering," he answered shortly, jerking away from Kirk. There was a sharp little gasp behind him, and he 
turned. He'd expected Kirk to be pissed off, or sulky. He wasn't at all prepared for the profound hurt on Kirk's 
face. "What?" 


"You're getting sick of me, aren't you?" Kirk demanded, and James groaned. Why this? Why now? Fuck, Kirk had 
the worst timing in the world. 


"A little bit, yeah," he growled. Kirk jerked back, and James knew that wasn't what he wanted to hear. Fuck it. 
Don't ask the question if you can't handle the answer, right? "Get sick of you acting like a little slut till | wanna 
fuck you." 


The shocked expression on Kirk's face made him feel a little guilty, so he turned to scrub at his cut. Sharp 
little slivers of pain knifed through his upper arm, distracted him from the annoying knot in his stomach. 
Fucking Kirk, making everything so fucking complicated.. 


"Is that all you're interested in?" Kirk's voice was low and tight. Not a good sign. James just shrugged and 
rubbed at the blood crusting on his arm. The fuck else was he supposed to be interested in? He thought it 


was pretty damn natural to want to fuck Kirk "Answer mel” 


"What am | supposed to say to you, Hammett?" James snarled, rounding on Kirk Part of him wanted Kirk to 
cringe and look scared. Instead, Kirk glared back at him, giving just as good as he got. "You want roses and 


rainbows and shit, you picked the wrong fucking guy.’ 


Kirk stared at him coldly for a minute, then shrugged and looked away. "That's not what I'm after, Hetfield, and 
you fucking know it" There was a pause during which James could practically feel his balls shriveling under the 


disappointment radiating from Kirk "But you are right about one thing. | did pick the wrong fucking guy.’ 


Before James could retort, Kirk had turned his back and left the shower room with all the dignity he could 
muster. James just stared, first at his retreating back and then at the door as it swung shut. Fuck. Now he'd 


have to go make nice with Kirk for the sake of the band, and Kirk would think he was just being a lech. Fuck, 
fuck, fuck! 


Sighing wearily, James turned back to the shower and watched the water swirl down the drain, tinged pink with 
his blood. 


Curse of Millhaven 


It was the seventh day. 


Seven days of not quite silence. Seven days of dead eyes and no touching. Seven days of uninspired performing, 
of frustration, of alcohol, of dark dreams. He'd expected it to be better on the seventh day. It seemed like a 


good number. One solid week of misery, and then things would be better. 


He rutted against the mattress at night, desperate for James, desperate for those thick, rough fingers, 
desperate for any release that didn't come at his own hands. Had he made a mistake? He didn't think so, but he 


must have. Otherwise, wouldn't James have come back to him? 
No, no, no. Don't think like that. That's not healthy. 


Lars was getting irritated. Said that he was playing for shit, that he sounded like a drunk idiot. It was hard to 
throw his emotion into the music the way he usually did. It was hard to play the hurt out, hard to drain it out 
through his fingers with James right there watching him. Every note that he played, James heard Every 
spark of pain that escaped, James heard. 


There shouldn't have been pain. He'd made his choice. His choice, not James's. He hadn't been left, he'd done the 
leaving, but it felt like there were knives made of ice twisting in his gut. He hadn't eaten for seven days, 


except for bits of food passed to him by Cliff. Beef jerky, half a Pop Tart, some orange slices. 


It wasn't supposed to hurt this fucking bad! He didn't want James anymore. James was a selfish prick who 
couldn't respect his boundaries, who kept pushing and pushing and god, he should have just fucking said yes 
Anything to spare him from this. 


Over a shared bag of tortilla chips, Cliff had observed that he'd been different lately. That he'd stared off into 
space, started when someone called his name, whimpered in his sleep. Cliff said he looked lovesick, and Kirk had 
laughed, three distinct words. 

Ha. 

Ha. 

Ha. 

And then he turned away to stare out the window. Lovesick? Maybe. Maybe it was just that he depended on 
James for too much. It was for the best, this little separation. He'd been feeling like a lost lamb who was 


gradually coming to grips with the fact that his protector was actually a starving wolf. 


Still, seven days. It ought to have been over by now. James should have said something. He should have said 


something. He couldn't bring himself to do it, though. He'd walked out, and that meant James was meant to 
come chasing after. It was hard to hold on to that, though. Every night he wanted to crawl in bed with James, 
curl around him like a cat. Every day he wanted to throw down his guitar and scream, just fucking let it all 


out. It was so hard to be strong. 


Hell, even God rested on the seventh day. 


The Kindness of Strangers 


There was a gentle rapping at the door. 


Time stood still. Moments like this, it could be anyone out there, anyone on the other side wanting to come in. 
It was like Schroedinger's Cat. The possibilities were infinite until the moment that he turned the doorknob. He 
never wanted to disrupt that, not least because there was never anyone that he needed to see quite that 


much. 
The knocking came again, more hesitant this time, and all the possibilities coalesced into a single person 


Kirk was dripping like a drowned kitten, dark curls dragged down and plastered to his face. Instinctively, James 
looked over Kirk's shoulder for the rain. It was a bright, sunny day out, though, with not a cloud in sight. Kirk 
noticed the glance and smiled sheepishly. 


"Cliff pushed me into the pool. Can | come in?" 


Now that he mentioned it, James could smell the chlorine, sharp and acidic. He didn't want to let Kirk in. Things 
were still too strange between them, and being alone in a room would only aggravate the tension. In the 
distance, there was a yelp and a splash, and then Lars's furious voice berating Cliff. Kirk was telling the truth, 
at least. 


James stepped aside. "I'll get you a towel" Kirk nodded his thanks and stood just inside the door, shivering and 
dripping all over the cheap hotel carpet. 


The towels were stowed above the toilet, and James paused in the closet-like bathroom, one hand resting on 
the thin, white terrycloth. One of two things would happen now. Either Kirk would quietly dry off and leave, 
casting puppy dog glances at James the entire time, or he would break down and beg to make things better. 


James wasn't sure which he would prefer. 


It was neither. Schroedinger's Cat again, all those infinite possibilities that were forced into one reality when he 
came out of the bathroom. Kirk was naked in the middle of the room, less a pathetic, sodden creature and 


more the Kirk that James was used to. Silently, he handed over the towel. 

| want to try again," Kirk murmured, his voice nearly muffled completely by the towel. James pretended that 
he hadn't heard. There was no trying again. Trying the first time had been a colossal mistake. Slowly, Kirk 
lowered the towel, dark eyes wide and vulnerable. "James... 


"| don't think that's a good idea." 


"Of course it isn't." It wasn't the response he'd been expecting. "It's the right thing to do, though." That, too, 
came out of left field, and James narrowed his eyes at Kirk suspiciously. He wasn't sure he liked the sound of 


that. 


"The right thing to do," he repeated slowly. Kirk held the thin towel to his chest and nodded firmly, though his 
eyes were still open and vulnerable. "And how exactly is it the right thing to do?" 


"Because," Kirk said simply. "I love you." 


Crow Jane 


They fell onto the bed in a tangle of limbs, blonde hair and dark, legs and arms rubbing and clasping, clumsy in 
their need. Neither spoke, something about this forbade speech of any sort. Instead, they gasped and uttered 
half-formed curses, muttering and laughing as their teeth clashed or as an elbow slammed against the 
headboard. It was nothing like movies, nothing like stories, nothing like the heated passion that other people 


imagine. It was graceless fumbling, all quick smiles and nervous gasps and long hair clinging to sweaty faces. 


Kirk arched at the initial penetration, mouth forming an ‘o' of shock. Even slick with lotion from the bathroom, 
James had large fingers. Fingers that pushed at him, stretched him in ways he wasn't meant to stretch. It 
burned a little and he cried out, but he didn't pull away. Behind all the nervous amusement in James's eyes, 
there was a slow burning lust, and Kirk wanted that all to himself. 


The discomfort eased and then there was a second finger, and Kirk squealed. It was familiar and yet completely 
new at the same time. He'd never thought that one day he would be the one down on the mattress, two thick 
fingers inside him, fingers scrabbling at the sheets. Was it like this for women? Would it be like this every 
time? God, he hoped not. Then James's fingers crooked. 


The first time he and James had been together, he hadn't heard himself scream. He'd been too wrapped up in 
his own pleasure to focus on any sensation that wasn't connected to his climax. This time, he heard himself 
plain as day, his voice rising in a desperate wail that shocked both him and James. Something.. James had done 
something to him when those fingers had shifted. James realized it too, and his fingers moved again. 


Pleasure flooded Kirk's body and he dimly heard James laughing as he thrashed against the bed, begging for 
more. He felt like a slut, like if he didn't get more he would die. Insane, and frightening. Nothing should ever feel 
like this did, but James wasn't stopping and now there were three fingers inside him, curling and pressing and 


stretching, and every breath came faster and faster. 


And then, just before he could come, it stopped as suddenly as it had started. Kirk whined high in his throat 
and reached down to rub his abdomen, wondering why he felt so empty. It didn't seem right that what had felt 
so strangely unnatural only moments before was now being regarded as a loss. It was true, though. He wanted 
more. He started to stutter out James's name, but before the first syllable left his lips, James was between 
his legs, pushing in. 


Kirk screamed again, and kept screaming as James kept sliding in. It felt like it would never end, that he would 
die still feeling James press deeper and deeper into his body. It was an obscene sensation, raw and desperate 
and uncomfortable in a way that made Kirk squirm for more. He wanted James to keep going, to push in until 
he split Kirk in two and remade him into something beautiful. 


There was a moment, then, where James stopped, and Kirk was dimly aware that their hips were pressed 
together, that James was fully inside him. Their eyes met and for that split second, Kirk knew why he had 


been so reluctant before. He was so open now, completely vulnerable physically and emotionally, and James 


knew it. James always knew and probably always had known. But if he was left unprotected, so was James, and 
Kirk could see the need in his vivid blue eyes. 


All of that in a second, and then James was hooking Kirk's legs over his shoulders and his hips were rolling. In 
and out, back and forth, and it felt like every stroke went deeper, touched him in places that he'd never even 
known were there. They moaned together, the rising chorus of their voices punctuated by the soft slapping of 
flesh on flesh as James moved faster, prick slicing into Kirk's willing body. 


Then James's hips shifted and his cock was dragging against that spot that his fingers discovered. Kirk 
screamed again, louder this time, and James laughed, whispered ‘oh my god! and kept moving. Once, twice, and 
then Kirk was undone. He felt himself clamp down on James, heard James swear and laugh again, breathless 


and needy this time, and then his hearing fuzzed as blood rushed to his head. 


It might have been seconds, it might have been hours. Kirk came back to himself slowly, eyes fluttering open. 
There was a sticky warmth on his belly and between his legs, and a solid weight on his chest. James stirred 
groggily, arms shifting, and Kirk knew he was about to get pushed away. It was fine, though. He'd had James 


once, made James love him at least for those few precious seconds. It was all he could ask 


But James's arms twined around him, and James's face burrowed against his neck, lips forming words on Kirk's 
skin. It took a moment for them to register, James's breathy whisper barely audible over his own heavy 
breathing. Stay here.. It wasn't the rejection that Kirk had been expecting, nor was it the devotion he'd been 
desperately hoping for. It was, however, perfectly James. 


Sighing softly, he nodded and settled against James's chest. He would stay, for a while at least. 


O'Malley's Bar 


"We shouldn't have done that." 

"Probably not." 

James tossed Kirk a fresh towel and sat down on the edge of the bed. He wasn't sure what time Kirk had 
come in, but by his best guess, they'd been dozing for at least two hours. It was a wonder Lars hadn't come 


by and pounded on the door to wake them up. 


"You don't sound very upset about it," James muttered. Kirk raised his head and arched an eyebrow as he 


padded over to the sink. 


"Should | be upset? We both got what we wanted" Technically, he supposed that was true. He got to fuck Kirk, 


Kirk got to feel loved. So where was the problem? 
"We can't do it again" 


"Okay." Kirk wasn't supposed to agree that readily. He was supposed to argue. He was supposed to talk James 
out of his decision Instead, he stood at the sink and soaped himself up. 


"You don't care?" 
"| don't care." 


"Is this reverse psychology?" James demanded, narrowing his eyes. Kirk laughed softly and glanced over his 


shoulder. Jesus, he was gorgeous... 
"No. Do you want it to be?" James bristled. 


"Don't be an asshole" Did he want it to be? Maybe. Maybe he did want Kirk to care, because that would make 
it all right when he started caring. James snorted. Started? Fuck that, he'd started a long time ago. There was 
no going back this time. 


"Sorry," Kirk said, passive but in the way that a sated panther was passive. Kirk was, at times like these, 
infuriatingly perfect. It made James feel big and awkward and stupid. "Did you want me to go?" 


"No. 


"No?" Kirk's eyebrow arched and James fought the impulse to slap him. You win, Hammett. Don't fucking make 
me say if. 


"You heard me." There was a faint, genuine smile on Kirk's face, and he ducked his head a little to hide it. 


James's irritation evaporated. 


"All right. I'll stay." He shuffled back across the room and slid hesitantly into James's lap. After a moment, 
James slipped an arm around his waist. It felt good there, until Kirk looked at him expectantly. 


"lm not going to say it" 
"| know." 


‘Okay, then" Kirk's lips curved against James's neck, and James knew he'd been had. Strangely enough, the 
thought didn't bother him at all. 


Death Is Not The End 


Some people said that love was a chemical reaction in the brain. It was a survival trick created by the human 
body in order to foster the relationships necessary for continuing the human race. When a woman loved a 
man, she bore only his children, ensuring that his genes were spread. When a man loved a woman, he stayed 


by her and her offspring, ensuring that all were well cared for. 


James didn't know where he fit into that. There would be no children between him and Kirk. Neither of them 
truly needed the other in order to survive. It seemed that nature's little trick had backfired. Love without 
evolutionary purpose. Perhaps they were killing the delicate balance of life, perhaps it was all just a bunch of 


bullshit. 


Kirk stirred in his sleep, brows furrowing down, lips parting. James smoothed a hand across his cheek, and the 
expression quieted instantly into a peaceful smile. Was that love? The soothing of a bad dream with one touch? 


Maybe. 


There were a thousand ways to say / love you, and every time James caught himself employing one of them, a 
little part of him died. It wouldn't be long before he was completely gone, subsumed in this strange relationship. 
Kirk had let go more willingly, and was waiting patiently on the other side for James to join him. Kirk could be 
infuriatingly patient. They both knew it was just a matter of time. 


Sighing, James dropped a kiss onto Kirk's forehead and closed his eyes. He'd sleep soon and wake up just a little 
bit closer to death. Or love, whichever. They were the same to him, inextricably intertwined in some perverse 


Gordian knot that he didn't have the balls to cut open. What did it matter, either way? 


It was only love. 


